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of the women of his acquaintance, nor did he even
feel any desire for an unknown woman. He closed
his wmdowj and seated himself before the fire.

It was a coke file ; Madame de Ligny, who
wore cloaks costing a thousand pounds5 was wont
to economize in the matter of her table and her
fires. She would not allow wood to be burned in
her house.

He reflected upon his own affairSj to which he
had so far given little or no thought; upon the
career he had embracedj and which he beheld ob-
scurely befoie him. The Minister was a great
fuend of his family. A mountaineer of the Ce~
vennes, brought up on chestnuts, his dazzled eyes
blinked at the flower-bedecked tables of Pans,
He was too shrewd and too wily not to ietain his
advantage over the old anstociacy, which welcomed
him to its bosom ; the advantage of haisli caprices
and arrogant refusals. Ligny knew him, and ex-
pected no favours at his hands. In this respect
he was more perspicacious than his mother, who
credited herself with a certain power over the dark,
hairy little man, whom every Thursday she engulfed
in her majestic skirts on the way from the drawing-
room to the dinner-table. He judged him to be
disobliging. And then something had gone wrong
between them. Robert, as ill luck would have it,
had forestalled his Minister in his intimacy with a